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OLDEN  glimmers  crimson  streaked 
Softly  fall  on  the  somber  earth, 
Still  shadows  steal  across  the  sky 
And  gentle  breezes  call  and  sigh; 
The  dying  sun  in  its  gorgeous  robes 
Sinks  slowly,  its  trail  of  brilliant  hue 
Fades  in  the  distance,  as  the  night 
Hovers  o'er  the  rays  of  waning  light. 

Silently  creeping,   subdued,   the  dusk 
From  Heaven  falls  to  the  darkening  earth, 
Black  night  descends,  and  dimly  afar 
Like  silver  gleams  full   many  a  star; 
The  sky,  dark  blue  and  clear  o'erhead, 
Is  but  a  setting  fit  for  these — 
These  stars  to  cheer  and  blight  all  sorrow, 
And  welcome  in  a  fairer  morrow. 

These  twinkling  thousands  of  brilliant  lights 
Herald  the  rising  of  the  golden  moon; 
Its  cheerful  face  lights  up  the  sky, 
As  it  proudly  rises  o'er  summits  high. 
Now  it  beams  on  all  with  a  mellow  glow, 
Enchanting,  alluring  in  shining  glory, 
The  sweet,  low  twittering  of  birds,  happy, 

sounds, 
And  insects  are  heard  on  their  buzzing  rounds. 

L'ENVOI 
Our  lives  drift  away  as  the  sunset, 
And  the  after-dark  is  death, 
And  each  tiny  ray  of  the  stars  at  night 
Is  the  hope  of  eternal  light. 

—  K,  M.  Painter. 
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atyat  StBfrr  ttf  HtxWz 

"  IT^ANG  it  all!"     Dick  dived  under  the  table 

W  H  for  the  slippery  collar  button,  and  having 
^M — X  rescued  it  stood  up  flushed  and  panting. 
"That's  right,  go  it,  old  boy.  Doll  up 
and  look  your  best  and  we  know  you'll  make  the  hit 
of  your  life."  This  sally  from  Mike  Howard  was 
greeted  with  a  loud  guffaw  from  the  half  dozen  or  so 
boys  lounging  around  in  the  room. 

Dick  vouchsafed  no  reply  but  gazed  stonily  ahead 
and  resumed  his  struggles  with  the  collar  button. 

"Skeeter"  Morris  rose  from  his  perch  on  the  table 
and  advanced  solicitously;  "May  I  assist  you?"  he 
asked  in  mock  humility. 

"Aw,  cut  it  out!"  snapped  Dick,  his  right  eyebrow 
elevated. 

"Allow  me  to  arrange  your  glossy  locks,"  "Skeeter" 
persisted. 

"Don't  get  too  gay,"  warned  Dick,  with  a  deter- 
mined look. 

"  'K  you,  sir,"  Skeeter  bowed. 

"Aw  don't  rumple  its  feathers.  It's  a  pretty  boy," 
came  from  the  chorus  in  the  window  as  Skeeter  re- 
treated. 

"See  here,  you  fellows,  I've  stood  about  all  of  this 
I'm  going  to  stand.  Can  that  stuff  or  clear  out." 
Dick  squared  his  shoulders,  glared  at  his  tormentors 
for  a  few  seconds,  and  Wrestled  with  his  cravat. 

After  a  moment  Mike  arose  to  the  occasion.  "My 
deah  fellow,"  he  drawled  affectedly,  "we  really  could- 
n't think  of  leaving.  We  must  see  the  good  work 
carried  out  to  the  fend,  doncherknow." 

Waiting  to  hear  no  more,  Dick  grabbed  up  the  rest 
of  his  wardrobe  and  strode  out  of  the  room  colliding 
with  "Fatty"  Blake,  who  had  come  to  see  the  cause 
of  the  uproar. 

"I  say,  what's  all  the  racket  about?"  he  inquired, 
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"Good  night!  Fatty  coming  in  on  the  freight 
train  as  usual,"  groaned  Ted  Wilson. 

"Fatty,  old  scout,  bepn  snoozing  all  these  years? 
Haven't  you  heard  the  news?"  Skeeter  asked.  Well 
Jake  Miller  heard  that  Dick's  girl  failed  him  at  the 
last  minute  and  so  he  collared  Dick  and  asked  him  to 
take  his  sister  to  the  dance  tonight.  Of  course  Dick 
didn't  have  any  excuse  and  so  he's  rather  sore  over 
the  prospects.  It's  all  over  school  and  the  fellows  are 
guying  him  right  and  left.  We  got  to  kidding  him 
in  here  just  now  and  he  beat  it." 

"Good  night,  Jake's  sister!  Why  she  must  be  a 
bean.  Bet  you  five  cents  and  a  brass  button  she's 
the  spit'n  image  of  Jake,  red-headed,  freckle-faced, 
snub-nosed  and  pigeon-toed.  It's  a  sad  thing  for  a 
man  to  be  afflicted  with  such  qualities,  but  a  woman 
— why,  it's  a  crime!"  Fatty  gasped,  overcome. 

"Of  course,"  agreed  Skeeter.  "Dick's  going  to 
have  the  dickens  of  a  time  getting  anyone  to  dance 
with  her  and  she'll  just  be  a  dead  weight  on  his  hands. 
Jake  had  been  all  over  school  trying  to  get  some  one 
to  take  her  and  had  finally  decided  to  take  her  him- 
self when  he  found  out  about  Dick." 

"Has  anybody  seen  the  girl?"  asked  Fatty. 

"No,  she  came  in  this  afternoon,  so  Jake  says, 
and  is  staying  at  Gordon's  with  that  crowd  of  queens," 
explained  Skeeter.  "Dick  evidently  doesn't  care  to 
thrust  himself  upon  her  before  he  has  to.  Remember 
how  he  used  to  haunt  Gordon's  when  the  dames 
arrived?     Well,  he's  kept  his  distance  this  time." 

"It's  a  crying  shame,"  Fatty  declared,  "for  a  good- 
looking  chap  like  Dick  to  fall  in  such  tough  luck, 
especially  when  he's  so  fond  of  the  ladies.  Now, 
if  it  had  been  me — " 

"Why  not  take  her  yourself,"  cut  in  Ted. 

"Who?     Me?    Why—?" 

"Sure,  you'd  make  a  handsome  couple,  you  know," 
returned  Ted. 

"Hanged  if  I  wouldn't  do  it  if  I  could  dance," 
retorted  Fatty. 
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"Say,  have  you  fellows  heard  about  that  swell- 
looking  queen  in  town?  Jim  Rowe  says  she's  the  best 
looking  dame  that  has  ever  struck  this  town.  He's 
been  racing  around  like  a  madman  trying  to  find  out 
who  she  is.  Bet  there'll  be  a  rush  for  her  tonight," 
said  Mike.  "Jim  says  she  is  very  dark  and  that  he 
can  tell  just  by  looking  at  her  that  she's  a  peach  of 
a  dancer." 

"Me  for  the  Brunette!"  Skeeter  exclaimed.  "Won- 
der who  she  is,"  thoughtfully.  "You  know  I'm  to 
take  "Buck"  Harding's  girl  tonight  and  it  would- 
n't surprise  me  if  she  is  the  very  girl."  He  stopped 
short  as  he  caught  sight  of  Dick,  who  in  the  excite- 
ment had  entered  the  room  unnoticed. 

"Dick,  did  you  hear?"  he  asked.  "The  brunette 
for  mine  and  the  strawberry  blonde  for  you.  Well, 
I  must  go  and  dress.  You  see  I'm  not  counting  on 
making  as  big  a  hit  as  Dick  and  so  I  didn't  begin  so 
early." 

Dick,  who  had  dressed  early  in  order  to  get  out 
into  the  open  air  and  rid  of  the  taunts  of  all  the  boys 
in  general  and  Skeeter  in  particular,  was  fervently 
praying  that  the  Brunette  had  a  moustache.  Jake 
had  said  he  would  meet  him  in  front  of  Gordon's  at 
eight  forty-five.  He  had  an  hour  of  grace  and  he 
decided   to   stroll   around   town. 

"My  love  to  the  Titian-haired  beauty,"  Skeeter 
called  out  after  him  as  Dick  started  out  of  the  room. 
This  remark  Dick  chose  to  ignore  and  it  was  just  as 
well  for  the  shouts  from  the  crowd  would  have  drowned 
any  rejoinder. 

"You  know,"  Mike  said  thoughtfully,  "I  don't 
believe  I  ever  saw  Dick  so  out  of  sorts  before  and  I 
don't  blame  him.  It's  an  imposition  on  good  nature 
only  the  poor  fellow's  good  nature  has  departed." 

Dick  strolled  aimlessly  about  the  streets  thinking 
of  his  ill  luck.  Off  in  the  distance  he  could  see  figures 
hurrying  in  and  out  of  the  brilliantly  lighted  gymna- 
sium.    Evidently  the    arrangements    for    the    dance 
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had  not  been  completed.  He  wondered  vaguely  if 
it  couldn't  be  postponed  or  if  he  couldn't  swap  girls 
with  some  boy.     "By  George,  what  an  idea." 

A  collision  with  a  small  boy  brought  his  mind  back 
from  its  wanderings.  He  looked  up  and  found  him- 
self exactly  in  from  of  the  Gordons.  Force  of  habit 
he  supposed  had  guided  his  footsteps.  Someone  was 
playing  on  the  piano.  He  took  a  few  steps  nearer 
the  house  and  peered  through  the  window.  A  very 
lovely  girl  was  seated  at  the  piano.  "The  Brunette 
as  I  live!"  he  gasped,  for  one  glance  had  convinced 
him  that  it  could  be  no  other. 

There  seemed  to  be  no  one  else  in  the  room.  A 
brilliant  thought  entered  Dick's  head.  He  would 
walk  in  and  talk  to  her  unannounced.  He  was  now 
in  an  adventurous  mood.  Who  could  tell?  Some 
way  might  present  itself  after  he  entered  to  swap  off 
girls.  He  might  even  pretend  he  was  Skeeter.  Pass- 
ing by  the  door  bell,  he  unblushingly  opened  the  door 
and  walked  in.  The  girl  didn't  look  up  until  he  .stood 
beside  her.  When  she  turned  her  eyes  to  his  face 
questioningly  Dick  quailed. 

"I  beg  pardon,"  he  stammered,  "but  I  think  I  met 
you  at  Virginia  Beach  last  summer."  He  realized 
that  this  way  of  breaking  the  ice  was  rather  common- 
place and  he  feared  the  effect  on  the  girl. 

"I  think  you  are  mistaken,"  she  said  with  a  twinkle 
in  her  eye.     "I  have  never  been  to  Virginia  Beach." 

"Well,  it  wa!s  in  Norfolk  then,"  he  persisted. 

"Why,  I'm  perfectly  willing  to  talk  to  you.  You 
needn't  trouble  yourself  to  manufacture  any  more." 
She  was  laughing  at  him — that  was  plain — but  she 
had  wonderful  eyes  and  so  he  continued. 

"It  would  have  been  less  risky  to  say  that  I  met  you 
at  the  train  this  afternoon." 

"Hardly,"  she  returned.  "You  see  I  came  in  on 
the  early  train  and  you  see  there  were  very  few  down 
to  meet  it  this  morning." 

"By  the  way,"  he  said  trying  to  appear  unconcerned 
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and  taking  a  seat  by  the  Brunette,  "Jake  Miller's 
sister  is  staying  here  too.     Did  you  meet  Jake?" 

"Why,  yes,  he  was  at  the  train  this  morning." 

"Does  she  look  anything  like  Jake?" 

"Why— I— I." 

"I  know  you  hate  to  say  anything  about  it  but 
you  see  I'm  to  take  her  to  the  dance  tonight  and  I 
want  to  be  prepared  for  the  worst,"  he  explained. 

"You  have  my  sincerest  sympathy,"  she  laughed. 

"Its  a  shame,  really,  but  see  the  poor  girl  couldn't 
help  it." 

"Somehow  I  don't  feel  that  you  sympathy  is  as 
sincere  as  you  say.  I  believe  you  are  going  to  enjoy 
my  discomfiture,"  he  declared. 

"Well  of  course  it  is  going  to  be  amusing,"  she 
admitted. 

The  door  bell  rang  and  Jake  and  Skeeter  were 
ushered  in.  Dick  noticed  that  the  servant  didn't 
bring  Skeeter's  card  to  the  Brunette.  At  least  he 
would  have  the  satisfaction  of  knowing  that  Skeeter 
couldn't  take  her.  He  heard  Jake  saying,  "I  wonder 
where  Dick  is.  He  said  he'd  meet  me  here."  Be- 
fore Skeeter  had  time  to  suspect  he  was  a  deserter 
Dick  yelled,  "Hello." 

The  two  new  comers  came  in  from  the  hall. 

"Why,  here  he  is!"  exclaimed  Jake.  "Stole  a 
march  on  me.  Hello,  Sis!  just  ran  in  to  see  how  you 
were  making  out." 

Skeeter  stared,  but  Dick's  jaw  fell  and  he  gazed 
in  hopeless  amazement  at  the  girl,  who  seemed  to  be 
thoroughly  amused.  His  eyes  wandered  from  her 
to  Jake. 

"No,  we  are  not  much  alike,"  Jake  laughed.  You 
see  she  is  only  my  half  sister." 

"Let's  go,"  said  Dick,  fearing  that  Skeeter  would 
manage  by  hook  or  crook  to  walk  off  with  the  "Bru- 
nette." 

As  he  was  helping  the  girl  with  her  wraps  he  saw 
Skeeter's  girl  coming  down  the  steps,   and — was  it 
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possible?  She  was  red-headed!  He  couldn't  resist 
the  temptation  to  wait  and  see  how  Skeeter  would 
stand  up  under  it. 

"Skeeter  took  it  like  a  man.  Only  once  did  he  show 
signs  of  a  breakdown  and  that  was  when  Dick  called 
back  to  him  from  the  front  door,  "O,  Skeeter,  do  you 
remember  asking  me  to  give  your  love  to  a  certain 
young  lady  an  hour  or  so  ago?  I  think  perhaps  you'll 
have  a  better  opportunity  to  deliver  your  message 
in  person.     See  you  later." 

—  Helen  Brent. 
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GNES  REPPLIER  says,  "Patriotism  means 
serving   the   nation,    not  according   to  our 
tastes  and  theories,   but  according  to   the 
nation's  needs,"  and  this  is  the  duty  which 
is  before  us  school  girls  at  present. 

It  is  said  that  when  someone  offered  a  French  sol- 
dier, who  had  been  blinded  for  life  in  his  first  skirmish, 
sympathy,  he  replied,  "Someone  had  to  be  there." 
While  we  can't  be  there,  we  can  say  some  one  has  to 
be  here,  and  it  is  certain  that  we  can  do  our  bit  here, 
if  we  only  half  way  try. 

It  is  true  that  the  women  did  not  bring  on  this 
war  or  desire  it,  neither  did  our  American  men  and 
boys,  and  yet  they  are  going  willingly  to  the  trenches 
and  to  death,  while  we — well,  half  of  us  are  living 
in  the  same  ease  as  ever. 

In  the  civil  war  our  grandmothers  certainly  did 
their  part,  and  many  people  think  they  did  as  much, 
if  not  more,  than  the  men.  Shall  we  make  them 
proud  or  ashamed  of  us? 

Most  of  us  are  saying,  "Let  the  other  girl  do  it." 
Other  girls  are  doing  it,  and  surely  we  do  not  want  to 
be  shirkers.  Eight  of  the  leading  colleges  for  women 
have  pledged  their  services  to  the  government,  and 
this  does  not  mean  only  the  making  of  bandages  and 
the  like,  but  it  does  mean  self-sacrifice  and  the  denial 
of  safety.  Shall  we  leave  them  the  trail  to  follow 
without  our  aid  and  loyalty? 

— Elizabeth  Campbell. 
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Sty*  (Eall  of  %  Stars  att&  g>irtp*fl 

>RGARET  KOOCH,  standing  at  her  bed 
room  window  and  gazing  out  into  the 
gathering  dusk,  might  haye  been  the  model 
for  some  rare  old  masterpiece,  so  exceedingly 
well  poised  was  the  small  head  and  so  wistful  and 
earnest  were  the  gray  eyes.  Across  the  street  some 
one  was  drawing  in  an  American  flag  and  a  vague 
longing  seized  her  as  she  watched  it. 

"Oh,  I  wish,"  she  whispered  to  herself  softly,  "I 
wish  that  I  could  do  something  to  show  how  really 
much  I  love  it.  Knitting  and  all  the  other  things 
that  I  can  do  seem  to  be  such  a  drop  in  the  bucket." 
As  she  stood  musing  thus,  a  long  gray  roadster  drew 
up  in  front  of  the  house,  and  when  she  saw  who  was 
in  it,  she  gave  a  little  exclamation  of  delight. 

"Why,  it's  Karl.  I  didn't  have  any  idea  that  he 
would  be  back  so  soon."  Running  over  to  the  side 
of  the  wall  she  switched  on  the  lights  and  then  began 
to  dress  hurriedly.  When  the  maid  brought  his  card 
up  she  scribbled  on  it,  "Am  coming  down  in  a  few 
minutes.  Don't  get  tired,  Mr.  Captain,  please, 
before   I   come." 

Then  with  eager  fingers  she  got  out  a  dress  which 
she  knew  he  liked — a  soft  little  white  one  made  very 
simply.  She  smiled  happily  at  herself  in  the  mirror 
as  she  arranged  her  hair.  "Just  think!  Dear  old 
Karl  is  back  again  after  three  whole  months,  and  a 
sure  enough  captain,  too'.."  When  she  was  through 
she  surveyed  herself  critically;  then  with  a  moment's 
undecided  pause  she  finally  took  from  her  jewel-box 
a  tiny  string  of  perfectly  matched  pearls,  which  he 
had  given  her  when  she  graduated  from  high  school. 
With  one  more  parting  look,  she  went  downstairs. 
At  the  door  she  stopped  a  moment  and  through  the 
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draperies  she  saw  him  standing  by  the  fire,  a  big, 
broad,  six-foot  man,  and  a  very  decided  blonde.  An 
instant  later  she  entered  and  he  turned  to  her  with 
outstretched  hands. 

"Why,  hello,  Margaret,  old  Pal.  Gee  whiz!  but 
it  looks  good  to  see  you." 

"Well,  it  looks  better  to  see  you.  Gracious,  Karl, 
you  don't  know  how  much  we  have  missed  you  and 
the  other  boys.  We  know  that  these  are  war  times 
all  right  around  here." 

"Yes,  these  are  war  times,"  he  muttered,  and  for 
an  instant  his  face  hardened.  "But  don't  let's  talk 
about  that  now.  Let's  pretend  we're  back  in  our 
high  school  days,  only  leave  out  Latin  prose,  please." 

"All  right,  let's  do  that,  and  to  make  it  more  com- 
plete, I'm  going  to  get  Lucy  to  bring  us  some  pop- 
corn  to  pop." 

"Yes,  by  George,  that'll  he  the  very  thing." 

Margaret  rang  for  the  pop-corn  and  Karl  drew 
chairs  up  close  to  the  fireplace.  The  shadows  of 
the  fire  played  upon  the  girl  and  brought  a  tinge  of 
color  into  her  usually  pale  cheeks,  and  Karl  looked 
at  her  with  frank  admiration  in  his  eyes  as  they  talked 
about  their  school  days.  Presently,  however,  they 
both  became  quiet,  and  it  was  Margaret  who  finally 
broke  the  stillness  of  the  room,  by  turning  impulsively 
to  him. 

"You  know,  Karl,  I'd  give  anything  if  I  could  serve 
Uncle  Sam  as  you  are  doing  now.  I  wish  I  could 
be  given  the  power  of  helping  my  country  even  if  it 
would  demand  the  greatest  of  sacrifices  on  my  part. 
I  can't  leave  Daddy,  or  I  would  go  in  training.  Of 
course  I  knit,  as  every  one  else  does,  and  I  help  the 
Red  Cross,  but  I  want  to  do  some  great  big  thing — 
something  that  will  show  people  that  America  is 
first  in  my  thoughts  even  if  my  grandfather  was  a 
German." 

"That  is  what  I  never  have  been  able  to  understand, 
Margaret.     Why,  I  should  think  that,  your  grand- 
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father  being  a  native  German,  you  would  not  hate 
Germany  as  much  as  we  do." 

"I  don't  see,"  she  exclaimed  passionately,  "why  I 
shouldn't  hate  it  as  much  as  you  or  any  one  else,  for 
that  matter.  Didn't  it  brand  my  grandfather  as  a 
criminal  because  one  of  its  favored  military  officers, 
seeking  revenge,  accused  him  of  a  crime  that  he  had 
never  thought  of  committing.  Just  because  they 
couldn't  get  five  private  individuals  to  swear  that  they 
had  not  seen  him  commit  the  crime,  he  was  sentenced 
to  life  imprisonment.  You  know  he  was  a  victim  of 
that  hideous  military  rule  of  Germany." 

"No,  I  didn't  know  about  it.  Your  grandfather 
did  not  stay  in  prison  long  though,  did  he?" 

"No,  he  only  stayed  a  few  months,  for  the  officer 
upon  whose  evidence  he  was  convicted  confessed  what 
he  had  done  when  he  was  dying.  Grandfather  said 
after  that,  that  he  never  wished  to  live  there  again, 
and  so  he  came  to  America,  and  it  gave  him  his  chance. 
Before  he  died  he  was  a  wealthy  and  an  esteemed  man. 
"Yes,  he  was  a  great  man,"  murmured  Karl  thought- 
fully. "I  have  heard  many  people  say  so.  I  can 
remember  now  what  a  calamity  it  seemed  to  this 
city  when  he  died." 

"I  know  it,"  Margaret  said  softly.  "It  was  a  ca- 
lamity for  every  one  concerned." 

Just  then  the  front  door  slammed  and  presently 
Mr.  Kooch  came  in. 

"Well,  well,"  he  exclaimed,  "doesn't  this  look 
like  old  times  though?  Karl,  my  boy,  I  have  been 
looking  for  you  all  evening.  I  wanted  to  talk  with 
you  concerning  that  piece  of  business  I  spoke  to  you 
about  some  time  ago." 

"Well,  daddy,  you  and  Karl  stay  in  here  and  talk 
and  I'll  go  and  have  dinner  brought  in." 

"All  right,  baby,  you  do  that.  We'll  be  ready  in 
a  half-hour  at  least." 

"Be  sure  and  be  ready  then,"  said  Margaret  as 
she  went  out." 
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One  day  in  the  latter  part  of  the  second  week  after 
Karl's  return,  Margaret  was  in  her  father's  office 
dusting  and  arranging  his  things.  He  had  this 
private  office  at  home  for  convenience  and  he  never 
allowed  a  servant  in  it,  so  Margaret  had  given  herself 
the  task  of  cleaning  it.  The  room  was  divided  into 
two  parts  by  velvet  portieres.  In  the  smaller  part 
he  kept  his  reference  books  and  in  the  other  part 
his  desk  and  other  business  articles.  On  this  par- 
ticular day  Margaret  had  finished  straightening  up 
unusually  early,  so  she  took  the  time  to  look  up  a 
question  that  she  had  been  wishing  to  know  about 
for  a  long  time.  She  was  so  deep  in  her  reading  that 
she  did  not  hear  the  door  being  unlocked  and  it  was 
only  when  her  father's  big  voice  boomed  through  the 
room  that  she  was  conscious  of  any  one's  presence. 

"I'll  tell  you,  Karl,  we  are  going  to  clean  up  a  tidy 
sum  on  this  little  job,  and  help  a  great  country  win  a 
war  besides.  I  am  glad  that  you  have  consented  to 
join  us.  It  couldn't  be  done  without  you.  You  are 
sure  you  won't  back  out,  aren't  you?" 

"No,  I  suppose  not,  but  for  heaven's  sake,  man, 
don't  let  Margaret  know  about  this.  I  love  her  and 
wish  to  make  her  my  wife,  but  if  she  knew  this  she 
would  turn  away  from  me  quicker  than  she  would 
from  a  leper." 

As  Margaret  heard  these  words  a  cold  hand  seemed 
to  clutch  at  her  heart.  A  moment  before  a  great 
joy  had  filled  her  whole  being  for,  from  what  her 
father  had  said,  she  had  inferred  that  he  at  last  was 
going  to  help  the  United  States.  All  these  miscon- 
ceptions had  now  been  brushed  aside  by  Karl's  words 
and  she  saw  what  the  two  men,  whom  she  loved  better 
than  any  in  the  world,  were  planning.  As  she  sat 
there  she  heard,  word  for  word,  the  whole  hideous 
crime  that  they  were  striving  to  enact  with  the  aid 
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of  several  hundred  other  Germans.  She  felt  that  her 
whole  world  had  toppled  about  her  shoulders.  Her 
father,  who  had  always  been  everything  that  was 
perfect  from  babyhood  up,  was  a  traitor  to  the  country 
that  had  nourished  and  treated  him  so  kindly.  Then 
Karl,  her  dear  old  chum,  with  whom  she  had  grown 
up,  and  who  had  been  occupying  all  her  thoughts 
for  the  last  few  months,  had  fallen  too.  She  realized 
that  she  could  never  love  him  again,  that  it  would 
not  be  right  for  her  to,  and  so,  as  she  sat  there,  she 
wished  with  all  her  heart  that  she  might  die.  What 
would  life  be  worth  without  those  two  men,  even  if 
they  were  doing  the  vilest  of  deeds?  But  just  then, 
like  a  flash  of  lightning,  the  reaction  came,  for 
clearly  and  distinctly  and  almost  word  for  word, 
her  conversation  with  Karl  on  the  first  day  of  his 
return  came  back.  She  had  prayed  that  some  service 
might  be  given  her  to  render,  but  she  never  once 
dreamed  that  it  would  be  anything  like  this.  She 
had  power  now  to  render  a  service  to  the  government, 
that  she,  and  only  she,  could  render;  but  at  what  cost! 
"Oh,  I  can't  do  it,  I  simply  can't,"  she  sobbed,  but 
after  awhile  that  intense  patriotism,  which  must 
have  filled  the  soul  of  Joan  of  Arc,  triumphed  and  she 
planned  accordingly.  She  would  try  to  persuade 
her  father  to  break  up  the  plot,  for  evidently  he  was 
the  leader,  and  if  she  couldn't  do  that,  then — and  here 
she  shuddered — then  she  would  report  it  to  the  author- 
ities. About  this  time  her  father's  voice,  which  had 
been  lowered  to  some  extent,  rose  again. 

"I'll  tell  you,  man,  we  were  lucky  to  get  those  papers 
so  soon.     Without  them  we  could  not  do  a  thing." 

"Where  are  you  going  to  keep  them?"  questioned 
Karl. 

"Oh,  in  my  desk  here.  It  is  absolutely  safe.  No 
one  but  Margaret  ever  comes  in  here  and  she  has  no 
occasion  to  go  in  that." 

The  two  men  then  rose  and  started  to  the  door, 
but  at  that  instant  Margaret  pushed  the  porteires 
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apart  and  confronted  them.  Both  drew  back  amazed. 
She  stood  there  all  in  white  like  some  great  avenging 
angel.  Her  face  was  deadly  white  and  the  lips 
bloodless. 

"Daddy,"  she  exclaimed,  in  a  pathetic  voice,  "how 
could  you?" 

The  man,  unable  to  meet  her  clear  eyes,  looked  down 
upon  the  floor  in  confusion. 

"Daddy,"  she  begged,  "won't  you  give  this  awful 
plot  up?  I  have  heard  every  word  although  at  first 
it  was  entirely  unintentional,  but  later — well,  I  felt 
that  I  ought  to  hear  it,  and  so  I  listened.  At  first 
it  was  hard  for  me  to  believe  what  I  heard,  that  you, 
who  are  grandfather's  son,  could  do  what  you  are 
planning.  Now,  won't  you  please,  for  grandfather's 
and  for  my  sake,  stop?" 

"No,"  he  replied  at  last,  "you  do  not  understand 
Germany.     You  are  prejudiced,  that  is  all." 

"Daddy,"  she  argued  in  a  low  and  steady  voice, 
as  if  talking  to  a  child,  "you  know  that  I  am  not.  I 
have  studied  the  language,  customs  and  government 
of  Germany  and  have  even  lived  there.  You  know 
I  have  always  tried  to  be  fair  and  you  know  that  I 
can't  change  my  opinions.  Now  I  ask  you  again, 
'Will  you  give  up  this  plot?'  " 

She  waited  long  and  anxiously  for  his  reply  and, 
as  none  came,  she  gave  a  tired  little  sigh,  and  then 
straightening   her   shoulders    she    faced    him. 

"Then,"  she  said  slowly  and  distinctly  and  with 
clenched  hands,  "then,  I'm  going  to  report  it  to  the 
police.  Yes,  I'm  going  to  tell  all,"  she  ended  breath- 
lessly, her  eyes  wide  with  horror,  and  her  body  falling 
against  the  desk  for  support. 

If  she  had  shot  an  electric  bomb  into  the  room  it 
would  not  have  shocked  the  two  men  any  more. 
Feelings  of  pride,  admiration  and  surprise  mingled 
together  to  make  the  expression  on  the  younger  man's 
face,  but  in  the  elder's  man  all  the  demons  in  the  world 
seemed  to  have  been  let  loose  in  him.     He  forgot 
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himself  and  that  this  was  his  daughter.  All  reason 
seemed  to  have  flown  and  with  a  growl  he  came  nearer. 

"Do  you  mean  that  you  are  going  to  betray  your 
father  to  the  police  and  send  him  to  the  penitentiary 
for   life?" 

The  girl  moved  not  an  inch  but  looking  him  squarely 
in  the  eye,  as  man  to  man,  she  answered,  "Yes,  I  am 
going  to  do  exactly  what  I  said,  unless  you  give  me 
absolute  proof  that  you  are  going  to  give  up  this 
criminal   scheme   of   yours." 

"I'll  be  d —  if  you  do,"  and  with  an  oath  he  caught 
her  around  the  neck.  "Now,"  he  muttered, "swear  to 
me  that  you  won't  tell."  The  girl  shook  her  head  and 
tried  wildly  to  free  herself.  Then  she  ceased  strug- 
gling, for  a  great  bewildering  mist  settled  in  front  of 
her  eyes  and  softly  she  seemed  to  be  floating  away. 

It  was  Karl  who  caught  her  as  she  fell,  after  he  had 
succeeded  in  unlocking  her  father's  hands  from  around 
her  neck.  He  worked  frantically  to  restore  her  to 
consciousness  but  it  was  useless,  so  he  went  to  the 
'phone  and  called  a  doctor. 

Mr.  Kooch  stood  in  a  corner  of  the  room,  mute  and 
stupefied.  Karl  turned  to  him  and  explained  pas- 
sionately, "Now,  I  hope,  by  heaven,  that  you  have 
done  enough  for  that  great  country  of  yours.  To 
protect  her  rights  you  have  probably  killed  the  noblest 
daughter  a  father  ever  had.  I'll  tell  you,  man,  whether 
she  lives  or  dies,  I  am  going  to  do  her  work.  I  am 
coming  out  in  the  open  again,  and  I  am  going  to  give 
this  entire  scheme  of  yours  away  to  the  government. 
I  suppose  I'll  suffer  death,  but  what  is  that  to  the  hell 
that  I  have  been  in  for  the  last  hour.  I'll  tell  you,  a 
country  that  can  hold  the  love  of  a  girl  like  Margaret 
is  worthy  of  twenty  lives  like  mine." 

Mr.  Kooch  did  not  say  a  word,  and  presently  the 
doctor  came.  He  worked  all  that  day  and  night  to 
restore  in  her  some  form  of  consciousness,  but  it  was 
useless.  For  three  days  she  remained  in  this  stupor. 
Finally  on  the  third  day,  Karl  went  to  her  room  almost 
in  despair.     The  nurse  who  was  on  duty  was  reading, 
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so  taking  a  seat  by  Margaret's  side  he  watched  her 
for  some  minutes;  and  then  an  idea  came  to  him. 
Bending  over,  he  whispered  in  her  ear,  again  and  again, 
"Margaret,  America  needs  you.  Margaret,  America 
needs  you." 

He  was  just  about  to  give  up,  when  he  saw  her  eye 
lids  flicker  a  little;  and  then  with  a  tired  sigh,  they 
opened.  At  his  exclamation  of  delight  the  nurse 
came  over  quickly. 

"She'll  be  all  right  now,  but  I  must  run  and  get 
her  some  nourishment." 

"Margaret,"  he  whispered,  "won't  you  forgive  me 
now?"  He  saw  her  shudder  and  his  voice  almost 
failed,  but  after  a  minute  he  continued.  "I  am  going 
to  give  myself  up  to  the  authorities  tomorrow  and  I 
am  going  to  tell  them  everything  I  know,  which,  al- 
though it  is  not  much,  will  help  some.  You  know, 
they  may  take  my  life,  and  it  is  only  fair  that  they 
should,  so  before  I  go,"  he  exclaimed  wistfully,  "won't 
you  tell  me  at  least  that  you  forgive  me?" 

"Yes,"  she  whispered  softly  after  a  while.  "I'll 
tell  you  that,  and  I'll  tell  yoti,  too,  that  I  love  you." 

A  great  joy  filled  the  man's  heart  and — but  just 
then  the  door  was  opened  and  Mr.  Kooch  came  in. 
When  he  saw  Margaret  talking  his  face  brightened, 
but  then  he  remembered  what  he  had  done,  and  he 
hesitated. 

"Daddy!"  called  Margaret,  stretching  out  her  arms. 
Then  with  a  great  sigh  of  relief,  he  came. 

"My  own  precious  little  girl.  Don't  you  hate 
your  daddy  after  all?"  Margaret's  arms  tightened 
around  his  neck  and  after  a  moment's  pause  Jie  con- 
tinued, "Don't  worry  any  more  about  what  you 
heard  the  other  day.  I  have  given  the  whole  thing 
up  and  have  made  it  impossible  for  it  to  be  executed. 
Now  Karl  and  I  are  free  to  live  down  what  we  have 
done.  With  you  as  our  advisor,  we  can  do  some  great 
things  for  these  old  States  yet." 
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A  sob  of  joy  and  relief  rose  to  her  throat,  but  she 
checked  it  and  exclaimed  happily,  "I'll  be  up  soon 
and  then — " 

"Then,"  finished  Karl,  "then  you'll  be  made  a  sol- 
dier's wife." 

"Yes,"  she  repeated,  turning  to  her  father,  "then 
I'll  be  made  a  soldier's  wife." 

— Mary  A.  Addington,  '18. 
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5jte  (Entmirij  H$timt 

^J^^^HE  day  was  a  warm  one  for  the  first  of  July. 
■  ^  J  Robert  Blake,  the  young  president  of  the 
^^^/  steel  works  in  Chicago,  sitting  at  his  desk 
in  his  office,  thought  he  had  never  heard 
the  telephone  ring  so  often  nor  had  he  ever  remembered 
having  so  many  callers.  It  had  been  a  very  trying 
day  and  near  the  close  he  was  about  to  pick  up  his 
tha  and  leave  when  his  doctor,  who  was  his  confidential 
friend,  dropped  in  for  a  few  minutes  to  talk  with  him. 

"You  look  as  though  you  had  had  quite  a  strenuous 
day,  Bob,"  said  Dr.  Murry. 

"Yes,  I  have.  If  this  weather  continues  I  do  not 
see  how  I  will  be  able  to  carry  out  my  plans  for  the 
next  month,  and  you  know  they  must  be  finished  be- 
fore the  next  meeting  of  the  board,"  said  Mr. 
Blake. 

"Well,  why  not  take  a  few  days'  vacation  and  run 
down  to  your  mother's  old  country  home.  The 
mountains  will  do  you  good.  There  is  just  the  place 
for  a  few  days'  rest.  But  the  best  thing  I  know  for 
you  to  do,  Bob,  is  to  get  married.  Perhaps  you  will 
find  a  young  lady  back  there  in  the  valley  of  Virginia," 
said  the  Doctor  teasingly. 

"Now,  Doc,  I  never  expect  to  marry,  and  you  know 
it.     Why  do  you  always  say  something  about  it?" 

"Well,  you  wait  and  see,"  said  Dr.  Murry. 

The  country  home  had  been  his  mother's.  She 
had  lived  there  all  during  her  youth  and  the  first  few 
years  after  her  marriage  to  Mr.  Blake.  They  had 
moved  away  when  Bob  was  quite  young  and  both 
she  and  Bob's  father  were  now  dead.  The  old  country 
house  had  been  willed  to  Bob,  but  he  had  been  back 
only  once,  and  that  time  was  to  make  arrangements 
for  the  care  of  the  place.  But  he  remembered  the 
old  house  with  its  spacious  rooms,  the  big  fireplaces, 
the  attractive  windows,  the  large  porch,  the  beautiful 
lawn  on  which  he  and  a  little  light-haired  girl  had 
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played.  She  lived  on  the  adjoining  farm  and  often 
he  went  over  to  see  her  and  they  had  had  such  jolly 
good  times  there  in  the  country.  Especially  did  he 
remember  the  garden  of  roses  which  he  had  heard 
his  mother  speak  of  so  often  before  her  death,  and  had 
he  not  carried  to  his  girl  his  first  bouquet  of  roses 
gathered  from  the  very  same  garden.  He  could  see 
the  garden  now,  all  so  plainly.  The  smooth  gravel 
walk  winding  among  the  flowers;  the  lovely  fountain 
with  the  little  gold  fish  in  it  in  the  center  of  the  garden ; 
the  sundial  near  the  farther  end  of  the  garden;  and 
the  rose  arbor.  But  the  village  folk  had  all  moved 
away  and  the  little  girl  of  whom  he  had  not  thought 
for  years  had  gone  completely  out  of  his  life.  Well 
did  he  remember  his  mother  telling  him  of  the  peaceful 
and  happy  days  she  had  spent  there  and  how  she 
longed  for  the  old  home  after  they  moved  West.  How 
pleasant  and  comfortable  it  would  be  there  away 
from  the  hot  city  with  its  crowded  streets  and  the 
daily  routine  of  work!  All  these  thoughts  were  pass- 
ing through  his  mind  while  he  and  the  doctor  were  sit- 
ting there  in   his  office. 

"I  believe  I  shall  run  down  there  for  a  little  while. 
I  know  the  change  will  do  me  good,  and  my  secre- 
tary is  capable  of  carrying  on  the  work  here.  Thanks 
for  the  idea,   Doc,"  said  Mr.   Blake. 

He  immediately  set  about  making  preparations 
for  his  departure  which  was  to  take  place  with  little 
delay. 

A  few  days  later  Mr.  Blake,  walking  up  to  his 
country  house,  thought/' Why  the  windows  and  doors 
are  all  open.  I  suppose  the  keeper  is  airing  the  house, 
but  then  he  did  not  know  I  was  coming." 

On  reaching  the  porch  he  found  chairs,  one  with 
knitting  in  it,  others  with  pillows,  which  looked  very 
inviting  to  a  tired  city  man.  In  the  swing  was  a  tennis 
racket  and  balls,  a  light  sport  coat  was  hanging  over 
the  back  of  the  swing,  and  there  was  a  canary  singing 
in  his  cage  which  hung  from  the  top  of  the  porch. 
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"What  a  good  time  they  have  been  having,  but 
this  is  certainly  strange.  I  wonder  who  has  taken 
possession?"   thought   Mr.   Blake. 

Rapping  on  the  door  he  waited  for  an  answer. 
There  was  not  a  sound.  He  could  see  through  the 
screen  that  there  was  a  woman  living  there,  for  the 
home-like  touches  which  only  a  woman's  hand  could 
give  were  evident.  The  pictures  of  his  grandparents 
were  in  the  same  place  as  when  he  was  there  before, 
and  most  of  the  furniture  was  the  same.  "This  is 
strange  indeed.  I  shall  have  to  investigate,"  thought 
Mr.  Blake. 

He  went  to  the  little  side  porch  facing  the  garden 
and  called,    "Hello!" 

"Hello,  who  is  there?"  came  an  answer  in  a  sweet 
feminine  voice. 

"Well,  I  wonder  who  that  can  be?"  said  Mr.  Blake, 
and  just  then  to  his  surprise  he  saw  a  lovely  young 
lady  with  an  elderly  lady  leaving  the  rose  arbor  and 
coming  toward  the  house.  "How  do  you  do  ?" 
said  the  elderly  lady  with  a  gentle  smile.  "My 
daughter  and  I  were  out  walking  in  the  garden  and 
knew  of  no  one's  approach.  You  ajte  a  stranger  I 
believe?" 

"Yes,  my  name  is  Blake  and  I  have  just  run  down 
from  the  city  to  have  a  few  days'  vacation." 

"Oh!  then  you  are  the  owner  of  this  house,"  ex- 
claimed the  girl.  "I  know  you  were  surprised  to 
find  your  house  occupied.  Mother,  tell  him  how  we 
happen  to  be  living  here  so  that  he  will  not  drive  us 
away."  Smiling,  she  left  her  mother  and  Mr.  Blake 
standing  on  the  porch. 

"Sit  down,  Mr.  Blake,  and  let  me  tell  you  why 
Eloise  and  I  are  here,"  said  Mrs.  Joyce.  "Just  about 
two  months  ago  we  were  living  in  Ohio  near  a  little 
village.  One  evening  near  sunset  our  house  caught 
fire  and  before  help  could  be  got  the  house  was  burned 
too  badly  to  be  saved.  The  task  of  providing  a  home 
was  then  thrown  upon  Eloise's  shoulders,  as  her  father 
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has  been  dead  for  several  years  and  I  have  such  deli- 
cate health.  Eloise  wanted  to  go  to  the  city  and  work, 
but  I  told  her  we  would  come  to  my  old  home  town 
and  there  I  was  sure  would  be  a  vacant  house.  She 
sent  a  telegram  here  to  a  real  estate  agent  asking 
for  a  vacant  house.  He  wired  at  once  there  was  a 
vacant  one  just  on  the  outskirts  of  the  town.  There 
was  a  little  boy  in  the  house  at  which  we  were  staying, 
and  Eloise  gave  him  the  telegram,  in  which  she  told 
the  agent  to  keep  the  house  for  us,  to  take  to  the  office. 
Like  all  small  children  he  stopped  and  played  with 
some  of  his  playmates.  While  playing  he  lost  the 
telegram  which  we  heard  of  since  we  came  here, 
and  fearing  punishment  he  did  not  tell  us.  When  we 
arrived  we  found  the  agent  had  rented  the  house  to 
another  party.  As  your  house  was  the  only  other 
vacant  one  here,  and  hearing  you  did  not  come  to 
the  country  often,  we  asked  your  overseer  to  let  us 
have  the  place  for  the  summer  months.  This  he  did 
after  quite  a  bit  of  begging  on  Eloise's  part.  Of  course, 
Mr.  Blake,  we  will  leave  just  as  soon  as  possible  now 
that  you  have  come  for  a  vacation." 

"No,  of  course  I  would  not  have  you  do  that. 
There  is  a  hotel  near  here  and  I  can  stay  there,"  said 
Mr.  Blake. 

"Run  you  away  from  your  own  home!  No,  no, 
Mr.  Blake,  you  shall  stay  here  too.  The  front  room 
is  just  as  we  found  it  and  you  must  stay  with  us," 
said    Mrs.   Joyce. 

Eloise  returning  with  tea,  and  overhearing  a  part 
of  the  conversation,  affirmed  what  her  mother  had 
said. 

"We  will  be  so  glad  to  have  you.  You  don't  happen 
to  remember  a  light-haired  girl  who  lived  on  a  farm 
near  here,  do  you?" 

"Eloise  Joyce!  Is  it  possible?"  exclaimed  Mr. 
Blake.  "Why  you  have  grown  so  I  would  never 
have  recognized  you.  You  remember  the  good  times 
we  have  had,  I  am  sure." 

"0,  yes,  very  well,"  said  Eloise, 


52  THE   FOCUS 

"Now,  since  I  am  to  stay  here,  perhaps  you  will 
go  with  me  to  some  of  our  old  favorite  places,"  said 
Mr.  Blake. 

"I  shall  love  to  go,"  replied  Eloise. 

It  was  three  weeks  later  and  Robert  Blake  was  still 
at  his  country  home.  It  had  been  a  wonderful  time 
for  both  him  and  Eloise.  They  had  morning  rides 
over  the  hills  together;  long  walks  in  the  woods  and 
fields;  and  many  a  fishing  trip  too.  Not  only  had  they 
enjoyed  the  outdoor  sports,  but  many  evenings  had 
been  spent  reading  and  talking  of  Mr.  Blake's  work 
in  the  city  and  his  plans  which  he  was  going  to  discuss 
before  the  board  meeting  which  was  to  be  held  soon. 
Everything  had  been  so  pleasant,  so  peaceful  and 
homelike.  It  was  all  so  different  from  Mr.  Blake's 
town  life.  He  and  Eloise  had  been  together  most  of 
the   time. 

Now,  Mr.  Blake  was  walking  in  the  woods  by  him- 
self. Eloise  had  refused  to  marry  him  as  you  have 
guessed,  and  without  a  good  reason  he  thought. 

A  little  boy  came  running  up  to  him  while  he  was 
still   in  the   woods. 

"Say,  Mister,"  said  the  little  boy,  "Mrs.  Joyce  says 
as  how  she  would  like  to  see  you  as  soon  as  you  can 
come." 

"Why,  Johnnie,  is  there  anything  wrong?"  asked 
Mr.    Blake  rather  nervously. 

"Nothing  that  I  knows  of,  sir,"  replied  the  boy. 

"All  right  then,  run  along  now,"  said  Mr.  Blake, 
as  he  dropped  a  quarter  into  the  child's  hand. 

Mr.  Blake  walked  rapidly  back  to  the  house.  He 
found  Mrs.  Joyce  sitting  on  the  porch  alone. 

"Good  morning,  Mrs.  Joyce,  I  just  received  your 
message  a  little  while  ago,"  said  Mr.  Blake  as  he 
came  up  on  the  porch. 

"Yes,  I  sent  for  you,  Bob,"  said  Mrs.  Joyce.  "Eloise 
told  me  last  night  she  had  refused  to  marry  you, 
and  I  don't    believe   she   gave   you   a   very   definite 
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reason.  You  know  my  health  is  not  so  good,  and 
she  thinks  she  must  stay  and  care  for  me.  I  have  ar- 
ranged a  way  for  us  to  be  together  as  much  as  possible 
and  Eloise  has  consented  to  my  plan,  and  I  hope 
you  will  agree  with  me  too." 

"A  splendid  idea,"  said  Mr.  Blake  when  Mrs. 
Joyce  finished.  "You  know  I  quite  agree  with  you, 
and  I  am  sure  Eloise  will  enjoy  those  trips." 

"Now  go  into  the  garden,  and  I  am  sure  you  will 
find  Eloise  in  the  rose  arbor.  You  have  my  consent, 
now  go  and  get  hers,"  said  Mrs.  Joyce. 

A  few  hours  later  this  message  was  flashed  over  the 
wires  to  Dr.  Murry  in  his  office: 

"Changed  mind.  Found  partner.  Meet  us  at 
6.45.     Bob." 

— Bessanna   Hottel. 
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A  Sfcrmma  Uraitt 

Y   goodness,    but   I'm   glad   to   be  here!     I 

thought    that    awful    train    would    never 

get  here!     I'm  a  perfect  nervous  wreck!" 

"A    nervous    wreck!     My    dear    Mary, 

I  must  telegraph  your  mother  at  once.     She  should 

attend    to   you    immediately." 

"Now,  Aunty,  don't  be  silly,  there's  nothing  the 
matter  with  me.  That's  just  an  expression  all  the 
girls  are  using.  You  see  I  have  the  habit.  Oh, 
I'm  so  excited!  Where's  my  darling  old  uncle.  I'm 
perfectly  crazy  to  see  him!" 

"He's  in  the  library,  dear.     Go  right  in." 

Mary  rushed  excitedly  into  the  library,  and  seeing 
her  uncle,  flew  to  him  crying,  "Oh,  you  precious  old 
thing,  nobody  knows  how  glad  I  am  to  see  you!  I've 
been  a  perfect  nervous  wreck  for  the  past  two  weeks." 

"A  nervous  wreck,  Mary?  Really  this  must  be 
attended  to." 

"Oh,  there  you  go,  now.  Aunt  Bessie  said  the 
very  same  thing!  It's  only  an  expression,  Uncle 
Fred.  Of  course  I'm  feeling  fine.  Oh,  where's 
Robert?     He's  the  cutest  thing  on  earth,  I  know." 

"Robert  is  at  the  football  game,  Mary,  and  I  don't 
think  he'd  enjoy  being  called  a  thing,  or  cute  either. 
He's  eighteen  now,   you  know." 

"Oh,  that's  just  an  infant.  Why  I'm  nineteen 
myself.  And  he  is  cute,  Uncle  Fred,  you  can't  deny 
it!  Why  you  just  worship  him!  I'm  simply  a  ner- 
vous wreck  I'm  so  crazy  to  see  him.  Well,  good-bye, 
Uncle,  I  must  go  find  Jane.     She's  such  a  love." 

"Well,  Jane,  I'm  so  tickled  to  see  you!  I  haven't 
tasted  any  of  those  adorable  waffles  since  I  left.  I'm 
a  perfect  nervous  wreck  I'm  so  crazy  to  taste  some. 
Can  we  have  some  for  supper?  Come  now,  Jane. 
Say  yes  and  I'll  love  you  forever.     Why  there's  Maud! 
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Hey,  Maud!  You  darling!  How  you've  grown! 
I  know  you're  the  cutest  thing  on  earth.  Oh,  I'm 
so  glad  I  came.  I'm  perfectly  happy  with  all  these 
darling  people.  I  know  I'll  be  a  nervous  wreck  when 
I  get  back  to  school." 

The  days  passed  and  at  last  Mary  was  going  back 
to    school. 

"Oh,  Aunt  Bessie,  I've  had  the  most  wonderful, 
blissfully  happy  time  I've  ever  had.  Everybody's 
been  simply  adorable.  I'm  j ust  crazy  about  every  one. 
I  just  can't  stand  to  go!" 

Heard  that  night  in  the  library: 

"We  certainly  did  enjoy  Mary's  visit,  didn't  we 
Bessie?" 

"We  certainly  did,  Fred." 

"She's  mighty  vivacious,  isn't  she,  Bessie?" 

"She  certainly  is,   Fred." 

"But  it's  mighty  nice  and  quiet  without  her,  isn't 
it,   Bessie?" 

And  there  Aunt  Bessie  laughed. 

"It  certainly  is,  Fred.  I  really  don't  think  I  could 
have   entertained   a   nervous   wreck   much    longer." 

— Mildred  Stokes. 
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*  *  *  *     §ltrtrh?0     *  *  *  * 


SOME  OF  THE  AMUSING  THINGS  SAID  BY  A 
LITTLE  BOY  SIX  YEARS  OLD 

Ben  is  a  small  boy  about  six  years  old  and  he  thinks 
and  says  the  funniest  and  most  original  things  I 
have  ever  heard  a  child  of  his  age  say.  I  am  going  to 
tell  you  about  a  few  of  his  sayings  and  amusing 
actions. 

One  morning  Ben  and  Tom,  one  of  his  little  play- 
mates, were  out  in  the  front  yard  playing  ball.  Ben 
became  angry  with  Tom  and  knocked  him  over  on 
the  side  walk.  Suddenly  Ben  looked  up  and  who 
should  be  standing  looking  at  him  except  Tom's 
mother;  well  Ben  was  almost  panic  stricken,  he  ran 
to  help  Tom  up  and  said,  "Let  me  help  you,  son. 
Did  that  chicken  kick  you  in  the  nose?" 

Soon  Ben's  birthday  came  and  he  wrote  to  his 
grandmother  to  please  send  Joe,  his  dog,  and  him  a 
box.  Joe  and  Ben  are  the  second  Tige  and  Buster. 
He  thinks  of  his  dog  before  he  does  anyone  else. 
This  is  the  letter  he  dictated  to  his  mother  to  thank 
his  grandmother  for  the  box. 

Dear  grandma: 

That  box  was  a  beauty  and  the  best  thing  I  ever 
got  in  all  my  life.  You  sure  did  send  me  a  surprise 
and  such  a  good  surprise.  It  is  like  Santa  Claus, 
time  with  all  the  good  things  you  sent  me.  Grandma, 
how  did  you  make  the  pretty  birthday  cake  you  sent 
me?  I  charged  daddy  a  buffalo  nickel  for  making 
me  cut  it.  I  thought  it  was  too  pretty  to  eat  but, 
boy,  I  was  kind  of  glad  he  worried  me  to  cut  it  'cause 
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it  "show"  was  the  best  thing  I  ever  put  in  my  mouth, 
and  that  black  cake  was  most  as  good.  Everything 
in  that  box  was  the  best  thing  I  ever  ate  and  Joe 
thinks  so  too.  I  gave  him  some  biscuits,  all  the  bird 
and  chicken  bones,  and  you  ought  to  have  seen  him 
laugh  and  twirl  his  tail  while  he  was  eating.  Joe  is 
deaf  but  I  hollered  in  his  ear  that  Grandma  sent  him 
all  those  good  things.  After  I  got  your  box,  mother 
fixed  the  table  and  let  me  have  six  of  my  little  play- 
mates to  supper  with  me  and  they  all  wanted  you  for 
their  grandma,  but  I  told  them  I  wouldn't  trade  you 
and  grandpa  for  a  hundred  soldiers.  Grandma,  I 
got  scared  and  thought  they  was  going  to  eat  all  my 
cake  and  candy,  so  I  told  them  if  they  wouldn't  eat 
no  more  I  would  give  each  one  a  penny.  Mother  said 
I  was  selfish  and  ought  to  be  ashamed.  Them  kids 
just  kept  on  saying  thank  you  and  mother  kept  on 
asking  them,  "Won't  you  have  some  more?" 

Grandma,  I  thank  you  and  keep  on  thanking  you 
for  that  box  'cause  it  was  the  real  stuff;  it  beat  grand- 
pa's game  supper,  didn't  it?  I  know  he  must  have 
cried  for  it,  didn't  he,  grandma?  I  am  glad  you  didn't 
give  it  to  him. 

If  your  floors  don't  shine,  Grandma,  don't  make 
them,  'cause  mother  has  been  rubbing  and  rubbing 
her  floors  and  every  time  Joe  and  me  steps  she  says, 
"Well,  just  look  at  that  track.  I  will  never  have  a 
decent  floor  as  long  as  you  and  that  old  dog  live." 
I  don't  think  her  heart  is  right  or  else  she  wouldn't 
talk  to  us  that  way,  would  she? 

Grandma,  I  am  sending  love  and  a  kiss  to  all  of 
you.  Your  little  Ben. 

Ben  says  his  dog's  tail  is  too  short  and  that  a  boy 
told  him  to  give  him  some  pills  to  make  it  grow  and 
that  he  surely  was  going  to  do  it  because  he  thought 
Joe  would  look  so  much  sweeter  with  a  longer  tail. 
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The  other  day  he  was  very  sad  and  some  one  said, 
"Ben,   what's   the   matter?" 

"I  have  been  worrying  over  Joe.  I  think  he  has 
some  German  blood  in  him  and  if  he  has  I  am  show 
going  to  kill  him  dead;  every  time  I  sing  about  the 
American  flag  he  frowns  and  every  time  I  sing  about 
the  German  flag  he  just  smiles  and  wags  his  tail." 

Ben's  grandma  sent  him  a  pair  of  pants  so  he  had 
to  get  busy  and  write  another  letter. 

Dear   grandma: 

I  made  mother  take  Joe's  and  my  picture  together 
in  my  new  pants  you  sent  me  'cause  we  look  some 
sports.  Every  time  I  go  down  street  everybody 
stops  work  and  runs  to  the  window  to  watch  me  pass 
'cause  I  look  so  handsome.  Santa  Claus  gave  Joe 
a  "little  bitty"  toy  dog  and  he  just  looks  so  handsome 
with  it  around  his  neck,  but  I  have  to  watch  him 
'cause  I  am  afraid  he  wil  change  it  with  another  dog 
for  a  bone. 

Grandma,  when  I  come  to  see  you  please  don't 
have  soup;  I  hate  it,  and  mother  has  it  all  the  time. 
Daddy  likes  it  'cause  he  thinks  it  makes  his  cheeks 
pink.  Daddy's  hands  are  dirty  tonight  and  I  am 
going  to  see  if  mother  makes  him  wash  them  before 
he  eats,  'pause  she  makes  me. 

Good-night  and  say  your  prayers  and  pray  them 
Germans  will  freeze  before  morning.  Ben. 

■ — Kate  Cox. 
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iEfrttnrral 

OUR  PART 

The  men  of  America  are  learning  to  live  bigger 
lives  every  day.  Whether  in  the  wholesome  atmos- 
phere of  the  training  camp  or  on  the  battle  field,  they 
are  learning  to  live — not  as  the  weakling — selfishly 
indifferent — but  as  the  strong  man  who  has  learned 
the  joy  in  service  for  mankind.  They  are  making  the 
supreme  sacrifice  for  humanity — the  sacrifice  of  home, 
of  loved  ones,  of  life  itself.  Moreover  they  are  doing 
this  willingly,  gladly,  and  all  because  they  are  learning 
the  spirit  of  Him  who  sacrificed  everything.  Their 
visions  are  broadened  and  they  are  able  to  see  through 
to  the  suffering  heart  of  the  world,  to  realize  that 
to  give  all  for  their  cause  is  the  least  they  can  do. 

But  how  shall  we  who  are  left  at  home,  possibly 
in  the  same  narrow  sphere,  keep  up  with    the  stride 
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our  brothers  are  making?  Shall  we  go  forward  too, 
or  shall  we  remain  frivolous  and  indifferent  to  the 
suffering  around  us?  While  they  are  learning  the 
realities  of  life  shall  we  still  be  satisfied  with  the  super- 
ficialities? 

If  we  wish  to  hold  our  place  as  true  women,  we  will 
be  forced  to  sacrifice  too.  It  may  not  be  the  supreme 
sacrifice,  it  may  be  only  a  small  one,  but  sacrifice 
there  must  and  will  be.  When  an  only  brother  leaves 
us  and  goes  to  the  front,  we  feel  that  we  have  done 
our  part.  Yet  after  all,  that  is  his  sacrifice  and  only 
a  part  of  the  pain  is  ours.  Why  not  make  that  our 
starting  point  and  let  our  watchword  be  "Onward." 

"Then  welcome  each  rebuff  that  turns  earth's  smooth- 
ness rough, 
Each  sting  that  bids  not  sit  nor  stand,  but  go." 

AT.  L. 

DEMOCRACY 

How  often  in  the  last  few  months  the  cry  of  our 
President  has  been  ringing  in  our  ears:  "Make  the 
world  safe  for  democracy."  Does  not  that  apply 
to  us  in  our  part  of  the  world  as  well  as  to  our  khaki  - 
clad  brothers  facing  the  terrors  of  the  front?  Be- 
cause we  are  women  does  not  mean  that  we  have  no 
part  in  the  war.  No,  we  are  the  daughters  of  America 
and  our  place  here  as  the  future  teachers  of  young 
America  is  in  itself  a  pledge  to  the  service  of  our 
country.  Here  we  are  trained  for  more  efficient  ser- 
vice in  the  broader  fields  that  await  us1.  How  can  we, 
here  in  our  college,  further  the  cause  of  democracy? 
This  is  a  democratic  institution — a  State  college — we 
are  all  here  for  one  purpose,  we  are  a  self-governing 
organization  of  women.  "Believing  there  is  dignity 
and  honor  in  self-government,"  we  have  chosen  it 
for  ourselves.  Each  individual  must  preserve  that 
dignity  and  honor,  or  else  reflect  discredit  upon  the 
institution  as  a  whole.  We  have  now  chosen  our 
new   leaders  for  the  following  year.     Let  us  work 
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through  our  chosen  representatives  to  make  our  col- 
lege stand  for  the  highest  ideals  and  the  purest  form 
of  democracy.  Upon  each  one  of  us  depends  the 
success  of  our  organization;  each  one  must  determine 
the  standard  of  the  whole.  That  is  our  part;  what 
are  we  going  to  do  about  it? 

S.  M. 

RESOLUTIONS 

At  a  meeting  of  the  Y.  W.  C.  A.  Cabinet,  held  on 
March  16,  a  committee  was  appointed  to  draw  up 
the  following  resolutions: 

Whereas  it  has  pleased  our  Heavenly  Father  to 
remove  from  our  midst  our  fellow-student,  Laura 
Cobb,  we,  the  officers  and  members  of  the  Young 
Women's  Christian  Association  of  the  State  Normal 
School  for  Women  at  Farmville,  Va.,  wish  to  express 
our  sense  of  loss  in  her  death,  and  to  convey  to  her 
bereaved  family  our  deep  sympathy  in  their  affliction : 
Therefore,  be  it. 

Resolved:  That  our  Association  has  lost  a  faithful, 
earnest  member  and  that  her  presence  and  influence 
will  be  missed  from  among  us. 

That  these  resolutions  be  spread  upon  the  minutes 
of  the  Association,  that  they  be  published  in  The 
Focus,  and  a  copy  sent  to  her  family. 

Elizabeth  B.  Baird, 
Zoe  W.  Corbin, 
Myrtle  E.  Revely, 

Committee. 
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We  were  very  fortunate  in  having  with  us  on  Feb. 
15,  Dr.  Emile  Watts  McVea,  president  of  Sweet 
Briar  College.  Dr.  McVea  gave  a  very  interesting 
and  instructive  talk  on  "The  Oneness  of  Education." 

The  student  body  was  greatly  surprised  at  Miss 
Barto's  departure  to  Norfolk.  Miss  Barto  never 
came  back,  and  in  her  place  came  Mrs.  Warwick. 
The  B.  A.'s  have  now  lost  their  degrees,  but  they, 
together  with  her  many  friends,  wish  her  great  happi- 
ness. 

We  considered  it  quite  a  privilege  on  Wednesday 
evening,  Jan.  13,  to  have  with  us  Dr.  Esther  Lovejoy, 
who  has  recently  been  engaged  in  relief  work  among 
the  French  repatriates  at  Evian.  In  a  stirring  and 
enthusiastic  talk,  she  pictured  very  vividly  the  con- 
ditions of  the  French  women  and  children  repatriates, 
and  the  relief  work  that  is  rendered  them  by  the 
American  Red  Cross.  Dr.  Lovejoy  spoke  chiefly 
of  the  service  which  can  be  rendered  at  home  by  the 
women  of  America,  and  of  the  mistaken  idea  of  think- 
ing real  patriotic  service  can  only  be  accomplished 
in  France. 

On  March  15,  1918,  the  Dramatic  Club  presented 
"The  Prince  Chap"  in  the  auditorium.  The  play 
would  have  reflected  great  credit  upon  professionals. 
The  artistic  stage  setting  and  attractive  costumes 
added  greatly  to  the  play.  The  play  was  indeed  a 
great  credit  to  the  director,  Miss  Wheeler. 

The  cast  was  as  follows: 
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William  Peyton,  an  American   sculptor.  .Susie  Snead 
Jack  Rodney,  the  Earl  of  Huntington.  .Mary  Lindsay 

Marcus  Runion,  the  butler Annette  Alexander 

Ballington,  artist Azulah  Walker 

Yadder,  artist Mary  Preston 

Fritz,    artist Emma   Mebane    Hunt 

Truckman Patty  Buford 

Claudia  (this  part  is  taken  by  two  actresses). 

Act  I Harriett  Booker 

Acts  II  and  III Louise  Denit 

Mrs.  Arrington  (Claudia's  mother) Grace  Stevens 

Phoebe  Puckers,  the    slavey ....  Ernestine  McClung 
Alice  Travers,  Peyton's  fiance Josephine  Daniel 
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Miss  A — What  do  glaciers  most  erode? 
Brilliant  pupil — Land! 

Student   Teacher   (after   giving   definition    of   dis- 
position)— Johnny,   use  disposition  in   a   sentence. 
Johnny — The  soldier  stands  at  disposition. 

Dorothy — Did  you  hear  about  that  fight  Mrs. 
Jamison   had? 

Nellie — No;  what? 

Dorothy — She  beat  up  two  eggs. 

1st  Professional — What  were  some  of  the  questions 
asked  on  the  Psychology  test? 

3rd  Professional — The  first  one  was  this:  How 
would  you  teach  "The  Barefoot  Boy"  in  the  fifth 
grade? 

1st  Professional — Why,  teach  him  like  you  would 
any  other  boy. 

Louise  Denit  wants  to  know  if  the  boys  in  the 
aviation  corps  go  "Over  There"  in  aeroplanes. 

Perhaps  "Babbie"  can  give  her  some  information. 

Mary — Did  you  hear  about  that  accident  down 
town? 

Lucy — What  happened? 

Mary — Virginia  Avenue  ran  into  Main  Street. 

Edith  (in  history) — Miss  Bugg,  don't  you  think 
biographies  are  interesting? 

Miss  Bug — Yes,  indeed.  I  am  sorry  we  can't 
take  up  the  biology  of  Wolfe. 
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S.  N.  S.  Girl  (to  Hampden-Sidney  Sergeant)^ — What 
are  those  stripes  on  your  sleeve?  0!  I  know.  Those 
are  chevrolets. 

1st  girl — Did  you  hear  about  the  explosion  at  the 
post  office  this  morning? 
2nd  girl — What  was  it? 
1st  girl — The  letters  went  off. 

Those  who  live  long  enough  will  find  that  some- 
times things  solemn  in  themselves  induce  laughter. 
For  the  benefit  of  those  who  may  not  yet  have  realized 
this  fact,  a  few  ridiculous  solemnities,  in  the  way  of 
epitaphs   follow : 

From  a  cemetery  near  Cincinnati: 
"Here  lies  Peter  Jenkins, 
Who  came  to  this  city  and  died 
For  the  benefit  of  his  health." 

"On  the  twenty-second  of  June 
Jonathan  Fiddle  went  out  of  tune." 

"Him  as  was,  is  gone  from  we, 
So  we  as  is,  must  go  to  he." 

"Little   boy, 
Pair  of  skates, 
Broken  ice, 
Golden   gates. 

"Little  girl, 
Box   of   paints, 
Sucked  her  brush, 
Joined   the  saints." 
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Izxrijattges 


*    *     itxtxxtmrxpft     *    *    *   * 


The  February  issue  of  the  Richmond  College  Mes- 
senger is  very  good,  although  the  first  two  articles 
gave  us  a  dreadful  scare.  The  story  entitled,  "It 
All  Came  Right,"  contains  a  sound  philosophy, 
namely,  that  we  all  have  some  talent  and  if  we  only 
try  can  find  it  and  utilize  it.  The  other  departments 
are  up  to  the  mark. 

We  were  very  glad  to  have  the  Red  Cross  issue  of 
The  Princess.  Your  articles  were  very  uplifting  and 
a  fine  spirit  was  woven  in  them  all.  Yet  you  did 
not  forget  your  other  departments.  The  jokes  were 
fine,  and  also  the  editorials. 

Daleville  Leader — Your  magazine  is  interesting, 
but  not  well  balanced  in  its  contents.  It  contains 
one  story,  one  editorial  and  two  essays,  all  of  which 
occupy  only  seven  and  one-half  pages,  while  your 
"Locals,"  which  seem  to  include  both  the  local  and 
the  joke  department,  occupy  almost  nine  whole 
pages,  four  and  one-half  of  which  are  filled  up  entirely 
by  jokes  and  knocks.  There  is  a  sad  lack  of  poems 
in  your  magazine.  We  would  suggest  that  you  add 
another  story  or  two  (or  three  or  four)  and  several 
good  poems.  You  might  trim  down  your  joke  de- 
partment with  a  printed  "lead"  and  a  cut  perhaps, 
and  have  space  enough  left  from  the  operation  for 
at  least  one  long  or  two  short  poems.  We  are  not 
finding  fault  with  your  jokes,  for  most  of  them  are 
pointed,  but  something  else  of  more  literary  value 
is  needed  rather  than  too  many  of  them. 
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The  two  essays,  while  short,  are  good,  and  full  of 
American  spirit.  The  editorial  is  splendid,  and  well 
worth  thinking  about.  The  story,  "The  Last  Pull," 
is  vividly  written,  and  the  climax  well  worked  up  to. 
The  "D.  C.  Alphabet"  jingle  is  very  clever. 

Greensboro  College  Message — A  good  publication, 
judging  from  which  the  Greensboro  College  Freshmen 
are  a  promising  set.  "If"  is  quite  a  clever  parody, 
and  the  story, "The  Messenger,"  contains  a  well- worked 
out  plot.  Judging  not  from  style,  but  from  the 
slightly  superstitious  character  of  the  tale,  I  should 
say  the  author  was  a  student  of  Poe. 

In  addition  to  the  above,  we  wish  to  acknowledge 
with  thanks  the  receipt  of  the  following  contributions 
to  our  Exchange  Table:  The  Missile,  The  Student, 
The  Emory  and  Henry  Era,  Hollins  Magazine,  Sha- 
mokin  High  School  Review,  Yellow  Jacket  Record, 
Skull  and  Bones,  The  Record,  The  Bayonet,  The  Virginia 
Teck,  John  Marshall  Record,  State  Normal  Magazine, 
Southwest  Standard,  Woman's  College  Journal,  Win- 
throp  Journal. 

— A.  Marshall. 
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State  Normal  School 
for  Women 

Farmville  :  Virginia 


Graduates  of  accredited  four-year  high  schools 
are  admitted  without  examination  to  the  Junior 
Year  of  any  of  the  following  courses: 

PROFESSIONAL  COURSE  I,  leading    to  Kinder- 
garten work. 

PROFESSIONAL  COURSE  II,  leading  to  Primary 
work. 

PROFESSIONAL  COURSE  III,  leading   to  Inter- 
mediate and  Grammar  Grade  work. 

PROFESSIONAL   COURSE   IV,   leading   to   High 
School  work. 

PROFESSIONAL  COURSE  V,  leading  to  work  in 
Rural  Graded  Schools. 

Courses  I,  II,  III  and  V  are  two-year  courses; 
Course  IV  is  a  three-year  course. 

State  students  who  pledge  themselves  to  teach 
for  two  years  in  the  public  schools  of  Virginia  pay  no 
tuition.  J.  L.  J  ARM  AN,  President. 


For  catalogue,  address,  Registrar, 

STATE  NORMAL  SCHOOL  FOR  WOMEN 

FARMVILLE,  VIRGINIA 


A  DVERTISEMENTS 


When  Going  on  that  Picnic 

When  Having  that  Party 

Whenever  Good  Eats 
are  wanted 

REMEMBER— 

ChaSo  Bugg  &  Son 

THE  PURE  FOOD  STORE 


Peoples  National  Bank 

FARMVILLE,  VA. 


Under   Supervision  of  the  U.  S.  Government 
STRONG   AND  PROGRESSIVE 

Prompt  and  Efficient  Service 
We  Invite  Your  Account 

G.  M.  Robeson,  Pres't  E.  T.  Bondurant,  V.-Pres't 

J.  L.  BUGG,  Cashier 


ADVER  TISE  ME  NTS 


COLUMBIA    GRAFONOLAS 
EDISON  DIAMOND    DISC  PHONOGRAPHS 

Sanford'S 

S.  N.  S.  Headquarters 


WHITMAN'S    CANDIES 

"Meet  Me  at  the  Fountain" 

Baldwin's  Department  Store 

WE  have  the  largest  store  and  the  biggest 
stocks.  Everything  that  is  UP-TO- 
DATE  in  Notions,  Dry  Goods,  Shoes, 
Millinery,  and  Ready-to- Wear  Goods.  Our 
prices  are  lower,  and  Quality  Best.  Warner's 
Rust-Proof  Corsets,  Buster  Brown  Hosiery, 
Newest  and  Best  in  Ladies'  Suits,  Skirts  and 
Rain  Coats.  We  make  a  specialty  of  Ready- 
to-Wear  Goods. 

R.  A.  BALDWIN  &  SONS,  Inc. 

QUALITY,  PRICE  AND  SERVICE  STORE 

Satisfaction   Guaranteed  or  Your  Money  Refunded 

We  invite  you  to  inspect  our  stocks. 
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CITY  AND    COUNTY  DEPOSITORY 

Planters  Bank  of  Farmville 

FARMVILLE,  VA. 


H.  A.  STOKES,  President     /&&£&       E#  S*  SHIELDS,  Cashier 

H  .  C.  Crute  wIEIIIy      J"  B*  °VERT0N 

Vice-President  M^H*^  Assistant  Cashier 


Capital  Stock        $50,000.00 
Surplus  (Earned)    70,000.00 

YOUR  BANKING  BUSINESS  INVITED 


If  Price,  Quality  and  Style 

TALK    WE     ARE     SHOUTING 

Not  a  prettier  or  more  Up-to-the-Minute 
assortment  of 

Coats,  Suits,  Dresses,  Skirts 
Waists,  Millinery,  Shoes,  &c. 

can  be  shown  you  in  any  big  city  store 
than  you  will  find  at  all  times  right  here 
at  your  very  door,  and  at  prices  that  will 
defy  competition. 

Raiffs  Department  Store 

Leaders  of  Style,  Quality  and  Low  Prices 
STOKES  &  DAVIDSON  FARMVILLE,    VA. 
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Farmville  Home  Bakery 

J.  G.  SHANNON 

THE  PLACE  FOR  THE  BEST  "EATS" 
AT  ALL  TIMES 


Whatever  You  Want  is 
Always  Ready 

Always  Fresh 

ALWAYS  GOOD 

Special  Orders  Given  Prompt  Attention 


ROY   MOOSE 

photographer 

FARMVILLE      -      VIRGINIA 

Photographer  for  The  Virginian 

Hunt's  Studio    -    Main  Street 
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W.   J.    HILLSMAN 

Dry  Goods,  Notions,  and 
Dealers  in  Ladies'  Ready- 
to- Wear  Garments    :    :    : 

LADIES'  FINE  SHOES  A  SPECIALTY 

(  "REGAL,"    "The  Shoe  That  Proves:' 

AGENCIES  ]  "THE  SOROSIS"     :::::: 

(PETER'S  Solid  Leather  Shoes     &     & 

The   teachers   and   scholars   are   invited   to  inspect 
our  lines 

W.   J.    HILLSMAN 


School  and  Church  Furniture 


MAPS,  GLOBES,  CHARTS,  LIBRARY  BOOK 
CASES,  WINDOW  SHADES,  OLD  DOMINION 
PATENT  HEATING  AND  VENTILATING 
SYSTEMS,  WATER  COOLERS,  WIRE  WINDOW 
GUARDS,    SCHOOL    DESKS,    BLACKBOARDS. 

Write  for  Catalogue 

Virginia  School  Supply  Co. 

RICHMOND,  VIRGINIA 


A  DVERTISEMENTS 


VIRGINIA  CAFE 


PROMPT  SERVICE 
POLITE  ATTENTION 

307  Main  St.      -     -     -      FARMVILLE,  VA. 

PHONE  229 


Farmville  Pharmacy 

INCORPORATED 

~&\)<i  3\exall  Store 


A  Registered  Druggist  Always  in  Charge 

Our  line  of  Stationery  and  Toilet  Articles   is   un- 
excelled in  the  city 

COLD  AND  HOT  DRINKS  AT  THE  FOUNTAIN 

CUT    FLOWERS  A  SPECIALTY 

CALL  ON  US  OR         TELEPHONE  NO.  56 
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R.  W.  Garnett  &  Co. 

Leaders  of  Fashion  in  Ladies' 

Tailored  Suits  and 

Millinery 


Agents  for  the  famous  guaranteed  BLACK  CAT 
HOSIERY,  the  DREW  SHOE  and  the  best  MIDDY 
SUITS  on  the  market. 

Our  aim  is  to  serve  you.  If  we  haven't  what 
you  want  we  will  get  it  quick. 


If  //  Is  SODA  WATER  OR  ICE  CREAM 
NORRIS  or  HUYLER'S  CANDIES 
BASEBALL  or  TENNIS  GOODS 
You  will  find  them  at 

C.  E.  Chappell  &  Co's 

FARMVILLE,  VA. 


DR. 

R. 

E.     HAMLET 
DENTIST 

Main  St. 

FARMVILLE,  VA. 

A  DVERTISEMENTS 


Queen  Quality  Shoes 


fit  well,  feel  well,  wear 
well.  Designs  built  for 
women,  to  please  women 
and  demanded  by  women 
the  world  over.  $3.50  to 
$5.00 

We  also  carry  a  com- 
plete line  of  NIAGARA 
SILK  HOSIERY— always 
the    Best. 


Richardson  &  Cralle 

FARMVILLE,  VIRGINIA 


H.  LINDSEY  &  COMPANY 

Dry  Gleaners  FARMVILLE,  VA. 

We  are  the  exclusive  cleaners  for  the  Normal  School 
students.  Our  Modern  Plant  assures  you  that  the  best  results 
in  Dry  Cleaning  are  obtained  at  all  times.  Our  garments  are 
finished  on  the  American  Steam  Press,  which  is  absolutely 
sanitary.  Call  for  our  agent  at  the  school.  All  work  called  for 
and  delivered  promptly.  WE  CLEAN  ANYTHING. 


MAKE  AND   HOLD  TRADE 

BECAUSE:  Customers  have  learned  to  recognize 
the  two  vital  points  in  purchasing  Dry  Goods,  Notions, 
Shoes,  and  Suits — Wearing  qualities  and  distinctive 
patterns  that  please. 


N.  B.  DAVIDSON 


FARMVILLE 


VIRGINIA 
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GO  TO 

Garland  &  Mcintosh 

For  Toilet  Articles 

Kodaks,  Films  and  Supplies 
Monogram  Literary  Paper 
The  Best  $i  Fountain  Pen  Made 
Visiting  Cards  Engraved 

YOU  WILL  FIND 
WHAT    YOU    WANT    HERE 


Normal  School  Supplies 

Make  Wade's  Your  Headquarters 

CONFECTIONERIES,  FRUITS 

STATIONERY,  CANNED  GOODS 

OLIVES,  PICKLES 

Hot  and  Cold  Fountain  Drinks 

WAITING   TO    SERVE    YOU 

A.  V.  WADE 
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Martin  Printing  Company 

COMMERCIAL   PRINTERS 

Lowest  Prices  Consistent  with  High-Class  Work 
Programs,  Booklets,  and  Colored  Work  our  specialty. 
Perforating,  Staple-Binding,  Designing;  Printed  and 
Engraved  Visiting  Cards.     Special  rates  to  S.  N.  S. 

"HAVE   MARTIN  PRINT  IT" 
PHONE  160  FARMVILLE,  VA. 


Are  You  Hungry,    Girls} 

If  so,  it  is  your  own  fault,  because  D.  W.  Gilliam's 
store  is  just  across  the  street,  supplied  with 

All  Kinds  of  Good  Things 
D.  W.  GILLIAM 


^TT  To  give  a  book  is  to  enrich  the  receiver 
^J  permanently;  to  put  into  his  or  her  posses- 
sion something  which  leaves  a  residuum  of 
pleasure  long  after  the  particular  day  on  which 
it  was  received  has  been  forgotten. — H.W.  Mabie 

THE  BAKER  &  TAYLOR  CO. 

wholesale  dealers  in  the  books  of  all  publishers 
354  4th  Ave.  NEW  YORK  At  26th  St. 


MOVIES 

PARAMOUNT   AND  OTHER 
GOOD    FEATURES 

OPERA     HOUSE 

Shows  at  4.30  and  7.30  P.  M. 
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MISSES   DAVIDSON 

CLOAKS   AND   SUITS 

DRY   GOODS   AND   NOTIONS 

You  are  cordially  invited  to  inspect  our  stock 
Main  Street  FARMVILLE,  VA. 


Diamonds,  Watches,  Jewelry 

WE  CARRY  A  COMPLETE  LINE  OF  NORMAL 
SCHOOL  JEWELRY.    YOUR  ORDERS 
SOLICITED  FOR  CLASS  AND  SOR- 
ORITY PINS,   RINGS,  AND 
JEWELRY 

MARTIN   BROS. 

FARMVILLE      :-:         :-:         :-:         :-:   VIRGINIA 


LET    THE    AIM    OF    EVERY    TEACHER 
be  to  advance  the  material  as  well  as  the 
educational  interests  of   the  communities 
in  which  they  work.     One  of  the  best  ways  is  to 
teach  children  to    save    their  earnings  and  become 
independent. 

First  National  Bank 

FARMVILLE         :        :        :        :         VIRGINIA 


CARRY  YOUR  SHOES  TO  THE 

ELECTRIC  SHOE  SHOP 

WHERE   THEY  USE    THE    BEST 
LEATHER  AND  WORKMANSHIP 

We  Can    Fix   Them   While  You   Wait 
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"GET  IT  AT    WHITE'S" 
REGISTERED  PHARMACISTS 

White  Drug  Company 

Established  in  1868 


"The  Confidence  of  the  Community 
for  Nearly  Half  a  Century." 

FARMVILLE  -:-  -:-  VIRGINIA 


MRS.   L.  L.   KEISTER 

DEALER  IN 

Dry  Goods,  Notions,  Fancy  Goods 

AND  LADIES'  GOODS  GENERALLY 

Farmville  -  Virginia 


